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Lace 


Author's Notes: 
literally a PWP i finished tonight so yeah! 


PS, schoolhouse rock's sequel is coming along nicely. ;) 


[1985] 


Another successful photoshoot. Tommy stretched, watching from the sidelines while his best friend and 
bassist, Nikki, posed for the camera. He was in a strange kind of get-up; dressed in nearly-see through black 
lace with fringes, covered in glittering rhinestones. He was seated in a bathtub holding a bass over most of his 
body. Tommy chuckled. They would never get him like that. He couldn't help but think Nikki would look fantastic 
underneath him, in that particular bathtub. 


"Hey, T-Bone! Why doncha join me?" Nikki laughed from the tub, changing position. Tommy snickered. If only he 


could. 


The drummer couldn't help but notice how lovely and soft Nikki's hair looked today. Like he had really spent 


time on it. It was hot. And his skin-tight lace outfit sure wasn't helping. Tommy found himself biting his lip as 
his eyes trailed over Nikki's thick, barely-clad thighs, pressed against the side of the tub as the bassist tossed 
his feet over the side. Nikki glanced up, staring at him confusedly. Tommy didn't notice. 


Tommy was deep inside his head. Swirling thoughts of Nikki clutching to him, short, black-painted fingernails 
scraping down his back and leaving red trails, those beautiful thighs squeezing around Tommy's hips, ankles 
behind them. Whimpering. Tommy was getting hot. 


He had come to terms with his feelings for Nikki nearly a year ago. He knew, being gay or bisexual or 
Nikkisexual - it was nothing to be afraid of. He couldn't help it. The bassist was irresistible to all. But Nikki had 


been starting to notice. 


It wasn't like he minded. After all, he felt the same. But he was also fed up with Tommy not making a move on 
him, and was feeling a little bitchy today. 


A few minutes passed as Tommy stared at Nikki and the camera clicked over and over again. Tommy had only 
come along for moral support. The man behind the camera flashed a thumbs-up at Nikki and put the cover 
back on the lens of his camera. 

"You're all good. I've gotta run, busy day and | want to process these. Thanks for your time, I'll get back to you 
about them soon" He smiled before quickly packing up his things and taking off, followed by his helpers, also 
holding his gear. Leaving Tommy, Nikki and the bathtub alone. 


The drummer smiled but Nikki stayed seated in the tub, cross-legged, leaning back against the edge, his bass 
sat on the floor outside the tub. 


"We're gonna go now, yeah?" Tommy prompted him, getting no reply except a shrug from the man in the tub. 


"C'mere, Tom." The bassist smirked softly, in that way he always did, and Tommy trotted over, kneeling beside 
the tub. Nikki exhaled softly, running a hand through his hair. 


"What's up, Nik? What's got you actin’ so strange?" Tommy questioned, cocking his head to the side in 


confusion. 
"Tommy, | saw you. | know you were looking at me." 
"Well, of course | was," Tommy spluttered, suddenly red-faced. "You're the main focus of the photo shoot-" 


"No, | mean, your eyes were burning a hole in me. In my body." Nikki murmured, choosing each word carefully. 
Tommy felt his face getting hot but smiled casually anyway, resting his arms on the tub. 


"| was just. Y'know. Spaced out. Yeah?" The drummer grinned goofily, scratching the back of his head. Nikki 
rolled his eyes, reaching out and tugging Tommy by the shoulders into the bathtub. The drummer gasped, 


quickly rolling around so he could sit upright. 
"The fuck are you doing?" 


"You're acting like you don't know. Tom, I'm not stupid. I've picked up on your thing for me. I've known about it 


for months." 
Tommy gasped again, biting his lip. But he had been so carefull 


"You were staring at me, so obviously, with the craziest look in your eyes. | see that when | look at groupies, 
Tom. It's arousal and desire. And you were staring at me with it. And you expect me not to notice?" Nikki 
chuckled lowly, casually sliding to the end of the tub and spreading his legs. 


"| don't know what you're talking about” Tommy's excuse didn’t hold up when Nikki found him, once again, 
staring a hole into his, well, hole. 


"Give it up, Tom. You're making yourself look dumber than you usually do. Hurry up and fuck me. We both 
want it, and somebody's bound to come in here soon enough, so let's go." Nikki snickered, unbuttoning the shirt 
part of his strange theatre costume and stripping it off. Tommy was still in shock from everything occurring. 
Nikki was completely naked by the time Tommy snapped to, tearing his tightening pants off in record time. 


Nikki moaned softly when Tommy leaned over and connected his lips to his puckered entrance, wiggling his hips 
as his newfound lover's tongue jammed inside. 


"Uff, fuck!" The bassist cried, soft thighs becoming earmuffs for Tommy. The drummer was sure he would 
suffocate down there, and his cock rubbing against the floor of the bathtub sure wasn't helping. 


With a gasp Tommy pulled away, leaving Nikki squirming with need. 


"Have you ever done this before?" Tommy murmured as he lubed up his cock with spit, moaning softly. Nikki 
shook his head, gasping softly once he got a good look at Tommy's length. 


‘Only my fingers. But I've thought about you every time." Nikki whimpered, thighs trembling as Tommy lined 
himself up. The younger man gently pushed the head in, savoring Nikki's immediate moans. The bassist 
stretched and connected their lips, gasping softly into the kiss as Tommy began to thrust, pushing more and 


more inside with each roll of his hips. 


"Shit, you're so tight" Tommy hissed, feeling Nikki grasping him anywhere he could as some strange garbled 
sound escaped from deep in his throat. Tommy huffed, keeping the pace slow until Nikki began to push back on 
him. He sped up, feeling the pressure beginning to build in his gut. Nikki's thighs were squeezing the life out of 
his hips, holding him so tightly Tommy was sure he'd have bruises after. 


"You k-know, fuck! I've had a. thing for - ngh - you, like, years." Nikki whimpered, fingers scraping down 


Tommy's back as his hips jerked uncontrollably. 


"Talk later- F-Fuck now." Tommy gasped, speeding up even more as he became desperate for release. Nikki was 
gasping and moaning with every thrust, each little noise he made adding to the fire heating up Tommy's belly. 
The bassist let out a strangled scream that was quickly cut off by Tommy's hand slapping over his mouth as 
he came, sticky white all over the drummer's firm stomach. Nikki tightened even more around Tommy's cock, 
nearly milking his orgasm out of him. He buried his face in Nikki's shoulder as he came, growling like an animal 
right in Nikki's ear. The older man was quickly overwhelmed by the warmth deep in his gut matched with 
Tommy's primal noise and he clutched onto the shaking man above him with all the strength he could muster, 


gasping as his head spun. Tommy was coming down as well, collapsing on top of Nikki in the cramped bathtub. 
A few minutes passed. Soft kisses were exchanged upon skin and Nikki sat up, taking Tommy with him. 


"That was absolutely amazing." He murmured matter-of-factly, gazing lovingly into his drummer's chocolatey 


eyes. Tommy smiled softly, tucking a bit of Nikki's hair behind his ear. 


A moment of gazing led to Tommy breaking it off to start redressing himself, handing Nikki his clothes as well. 
Nikki took them halfheartedly, feeling as though something was missing. 


Tommy stood, dressed again, and hopped out of the tub. He reached out a hand for Nikki to take, treating the 
bathtub as a fancy car and Nikki as a decorated woman. The bassist laughed softly, taking his hand once his 
clothes were back on and stepping out of the tub. 


"Nikki?" Tommy murmured as the bassist trotted over to his bag on the ground, where the camera used to 


be set up. Nikki's heart skipped a beat. Would he ask? 


"Yeah?" The bassist glanced up at him and grabbed his duffel bag off the ground, shouldering it. Tommy had a 
flickering look in his eye, and Nikki squinted at him. 


"We should come back here. But next time. We bring our own camera, if you know what | mean" Tommy 


winked, smiling dumbly at him. Nikki felt his heart sink. 


"Oh. |, uh, guess so. If you're. Into that." Nikki tried not to frown or pout, feeling the beginning of tears prickling 
at his eyes. 


Tommy smiled pitifully, pulling Nikki into his arms. 


‘lm just playing with you, baby, don't look so sad," He murmured softly, pressing a kiss to the older man's 
cheek. "Nikki, will you be my boyfriend?" 


Nikki's little heart soared and he giggled, intertwining his fingers with Tommy's at the hip. 


"Yes. Yes, | will." 


"Good" Tommy kissed him softly, feeling the smaller man practically melt in his arms. He wrapped an arm 


around Nikki's waist and together they left the room and the stinky bathtub behind. 


